CHAPTER     THIRTEEN
Myself: But if you carry that principle to its
logical conclusion, the best customer of all would be
the man who doesn't work at all. He would be able
to spend all the week long.
Ford (a little impatiently): Then don't carry it to
its logical conclusion. There's a balance in all these
things. It's for the employer to find that balance.
And there, Time, rather than inclination, drew
our conversation to a close. I thought of the lines
from his favourite poem:
And departing, leave behind us
Footprints on the sands of time.
Henry Ford had certainly left very clear foot-
prints on the sands of my part of the beach. He had
fascinated me far more than I had expected, and that
fascination had been in no way due to the Ford
legend or the Ford wealth, which, during the major
part of our conversation, I had entirely forgotten.
Rather was it exercised by a mind which was less
shackled, less prejudiced than any mind I had
previously encountered - the mind of a child of
genius, with a child's intuition and a child's eagerness*
*Do you want to see my museum?' asked Ford.
'If I've time . . /
*You haven't It would take you years. Still, I'd
like you to glance through it/
I went out with the secretary, through the
immense research building, across a yard where one
of the new Fords was standing, having been exposed
to the elements for months in order to test its power
of resistance, and entered the museum.
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